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A WORD BY THE AUTHOR 


Giovanni da Palestrina, born in Rome in 
1525, was the father of difficult church 
‘music. He produced choral tunes which 
have remained to this day the perfect-model 
of church music. 

But all churches could not have choral 
choirs in those history-making days. 

Hymn singing in churches did not occur 
in general, until Martin Luther wrote “Ein 
Feste Burg ist Unser Gott.” After that 
the whole world sang and is still singing. 

What Palestrina and Luther have so 
splendidly carried out in choral and hymn 
singing, Joseph Mohr and Franz Gruber 
have set in motion Christmas singing with 
a song “heard ‘round the world.” 

In presenting to the lovers of Christmas 
music the origin of “Silent Night, Holy 
Night”, it is my sincere hope that it may 
bring them closer to the One whose birth- 
day it celebrates. 

Among those who have helped me in the 
research work, special acknowledgement is 
due the several Historical Societies in Aus- 
tria, and The Landes Verkehrs-amt, then 
the voluminous correspondence with the 
many historians together with the photo- 
graphers who have followed my instructions 
to get authentic pictures. Also from the 
pen of Johanna Frohmut, whose splendid 
work has helped me to put together the 
basic facts of this song and to whom I am 
indebted for some translations in order to 
keep history accurate. 


A Merry Christmas to You and Yours! 
FREDERICK H. JAENICKEN 
Chicago, lllinois, October 1, 1933 


INTRODUCTION 

One of the best recommendations of a 
good book is in the fact that it needs no 
formal introduction. If it is worth while, 
the volume introduces itself, and does it in 
an_ irresistible manner. 

This is my reaction after reading “Silent 
Night, Holy Night.” It is almost univer- 
sally agreed that both the words and music 
of this immortal hymn are among the’ 
treasures of Christendom. Yet, celebrating 
our Lord’s birth as it does, how many of 
us know the moving, melting story of the 
hymn’s own birth? I feel that my own 
ignorance in this matter has defrauded me 
of a spiritual benediction, and I am going 
to repeat the story of this hymn not only in 
Central Church and to the multitudes who 
receive our service over the National Broad- 
casting Station W E N R, but also as I go 
up and down the land telling the Good 
News of God in Christ. For, surely, the 
story of this sweet and noble hymn’s con- 
ception and execution has scarcely a par- 
allel in the whole history of deathless songs. 

And this story, I hasten to add, is told 
by Mr. Jaenicken in a fascinating way. It 
is vivid and alive from the first word to the 
last. Weary after a strenuous day’s work, 
I] read it and was refreshed as if from foun- 
tains of love, life and light. Then, when 
Mrs. Shannon came into the room, I told 
her the story. Still, unsatisfied with my 
own recital, I read it aloud to her. 

I pray that it may prove the blessing to 
multitudes as it has been to me! 


FREDERICK F, SHANNON 


Central Church Study, 
Chicago. 
September 18, 1933. 
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A WORD OF APPRECIATION 
BY GEORGE ERWIN BOWEN 


Any memorial to the genius or consecra- 
tion of Joseph Mohr, author of “Silent 
Night, Holy Night,” must carry in every 
line the smiling spirit of optimism that for- 
ever banishes the fear and discouragement 
sometime fallen darkly upon the souls of 
men. 

Th nature, the dawn can not be delayed. 
The silence of night soon inevitably thrills 
to the song of the morning stars. Without 
faith and work, the brightest dreams of men 
falter and perish. 

When we do not go all the way with our 
richest gifts in life, they fade and wither, 
leaving only the ashes of disappointment. 
So must we call upon braver belief and light 
a new high vision devoutly as did the un- 
known minister of Oberndorf. 

All true greatness proceeds in the name 
of faith from small beginnings. Even as a 
mustard seed out of its humble sources, pa- 
tiently fills the sky and greenly flourishes 
above once barren soil. 

Thus obscurity ever has been the training 
ground of the world’s greatest minds, the 
incubator of noblest ideals. There, adver- 
sity and neglect gave them strength to lift 


their radiant power where broadly, benefi- 
ciently it would illuminate the thoughts of 
men and glorify the spirit of truth. 

The divine inspiration that quickened the 
imagination of the young Austrian priest, 
more than a century ago, gave us not only 
religion’s most beautiful anthem, but a 
living, lasting memorial to the triumph of 
human devotion. 

Urged by the conviction of his own soul, 
Joseph Mohr could not rest until he knew 
that the divine melody was on its way to 
cheer and comfort the universal heart, at 
Christmas time, through all the centuries. 

It was as though he repeated to us in 
every lovely measure of the hymn, the old 
admonition: “Hide not your light under a 
bushel—neither your courage. Go with faith 
to enrich the world.” 

Though Christmas occupies a fixed place 
on the Christmas Calendar, the song of 
songs should never be silent in the hearts 
of men. In every storm, the spirit needs 
revival or rebirth. 

Through the impressive example of the 
author of “Silent Night, Holy Night,” let 
your spirit find exultation and new purpose 
in the thoughts awakened by this Christmas 
story. 


PRAYER 

On this glorious Christmas Day, our 
Father, we come to Thee with glad 
hearts. 

Especially do we thank Thee for 

Thy great love in sending Thy Son to 
be our Redeemer and the Saviour of 
the World. 
_ Send down into our hearts the peace 
of heaven together with the peace of 
this life to be permanent in the rooms 
of our hearts. 

Give us that confidence in Thee 
which shall enable us to do our part 
faithfully each and every day, and to 
leave all results in Thy hands. 

We ask for our friends and loved 
ones the same blessings, happiness and 
grace which we ask for ourselves. 

And before the evening shadows 
fall on this Christmas day, if we have 
forgotten to help some one in dire 
need, help us still to do so before the 
midnight hour arrives. 

And as we go about our daily tasks 
may we always be in fellowship with 
the Master so that we may follow His 
footsteps until the resurrection morn. 

Amen. 


FROM THE GOOD BOOK 


And there were in the same country 
shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flocks by night. 

And, lo, the angel of the Lord came 
upon them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them: and they 
were sore afraid. 


And the angel said unto them, Fear 
not, for, behold, I bring you good tid- 
ings of great joy, which shall be to all 
people. 

For unto you is born this day in the 


city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord. 


And this shall be a sign unto you; 
Ye shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. 
. And suddenly there was with the 
angel a multitude of the heavenly host 
praising God, and saying, 


Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace, good will toward men. 
And it came to pass, as the angels 
were gone away from them into heav- 


en, the shepherds said to one another, 
Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, 
and see this thing which is come to 
pass, which the Lord hath made 
known unto us. 

And they came with haste, and 
found Mary and Joseph, and the babe 
lying in a manger. 

And when they had seen it, they 
made known abroad the saying which 
was told them, concerning the child. 

And all they that heard it wondered 
at those things which were told them 
by the shepherds. 

But Mary kept all these things and 
pondered them in her heart. 

And the shepherds returned, glori- 
fying and praising God for all things 
that they had heard and seen, as it was 
told unto them. 


Luke 2. 8-20 


The World’s Christmas Symphony 


Silent Night, 
Holy Night 
= 

Out of its dull bed of inert clay, the 
flashing diamond uplifts its starry 
wonder to our dazzled sight. 

Not until its happy Festival, does 
the Immaculate Easter Lily emerge in 
radiant beauty from the sodden, un- 
romantic earth. 

Heavily slumbering midnight never 
has heard the faint, far footsteps of 
approaching day. 

But to the faithful, all dreams come 
true. 

So many of life's blessings surround 
and comfort us, that too often our 
habit of indifference takes them for 
granted, regards them as common- 
place and without significant interest 
or historical value. 

Thus we isolate ourselves from the 
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THE CHURCH AT OBERNDORF 


Here is the historical Church at Oberndorf where the 
World’s Christmas Symphony was first heard on Decem- 
ber 25, 1818, and which thrilled the hearts of the listen- 
ers in the little chapel. 

The high embankment seen in the foreground served 
as a barrier to the turbulent waters of the Salzach river 
which flowed about 50 feet from where the fence is seen. 

Subsequent high water destroyed the founda‘ion and the 
church had to be torn down. There is no definite infor- 
mation at hand when the church was erected but it was 
very old when Joseph Mohr was sent there in 1817. 


SCHOOL HOUSE AND HOME OF FRANZ GRUBER 
AT TIME WHEN SONG WAS WRITTEN 


This is the schoolhouse in Arnsdorf in which Franz 
Xavier Gruber lived with his family. 


Through this doorway walked the happy Joseph Mohr 
on the winter morning of December 25, 1818 and vanded 
to his friend Gruber the original manuseript for the sone’ 
“Silent Night, Holy Night’’ 


Gruber saw the worth of the song at once and told 
Mohr that he would be at his study in the church at three 
o’clock that same afternoon and bring the manuscript of 
the melody with him. 


Gruber’s real contribution to the history of music, avart 
from the general beauty and expressiveness of his song, 
is the simplicity of the melody in obedience to Mohr’s 
poetie contribution. 
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Drawn by Grace W. Weller 


TENSE MOMENTS. 


Mohr had only four hours of sleep after he finished 
writing the six verses of ‘“‘Silent Night, Holy Night.’’ 


But at 9:30 Christmas morning, 1818, he stood at 
the door of Gruber’s home with the manuscript in his 
hand which he gave to Gruber, who read it intentiy. 


No record has been preserved for posterity of the 
scene which took place. But the artist has here de- 
picted how Gruber sat at the old spinett, which was 
the forerunner ot the piano, and played the soprano 
melody of the song. 


By looking at the window casing it may be seen 
that tne house was sturdily built, the walls being 
at least 18 inches of solid stone and masonry. 
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Drawn by Grace W. Weller from replica of bas relief in Oberndorf 


JOSEPH MOHR 

The author of this lovely Christmas song, Jcseph Mohr, 
was born in Salzburg, Austria, December 11, 1792. Not- 
withstanding that Joseph was surrounded by direst pov- 
erty, he grew up with a sunny and happy disposition and 
was a joy at all times to those who knew him. 

The French Revolution was raging through the land. The 
enemy approached closer each day. The half-starved sol- 
liers were desperate and on December 15,1800, the French 
took Salzburg. The looting of the city commenced at once. 
All schools were closed and Mohr was deprived of his 
education at this time. The French held the besieged city 
until the following year, and when the evacuation was 
complete the small city was loaded with a debt of three 
million dollars which the enemy had levied. The peon'e 
were staring famine and dces-lation in the face, yet with- 
in a year young Mohr was again at the head of his class. 

The beautiful, natural surroundings also had a great 
deal to do with the writing of this song. Mohr was al- 
wavs busv and a hard-working vicar. 

On Christmas eve of 1818 he saw a marvelous sunset on 
the friendly mountains before him, and a few hours 
jater he saw a great moon and many twinkling stars 
shimmering through the cedars and evergreens. Ard eve-y 
snow-flake fluttering happily against his study window 
told him that Christmas was at hand. 

And before the dawn of the next day while all the 
mountains were still asleep, Mohr had penned the words 
of the Christ song which shall Jive until the end of time. 

In 1817, at the age of 25, he became assistant vicar of 
the church at Oberndorf. After he left Oberndorf in 1819 
he filled numerous pulpits until 1837 when he took charge 
of the Church at Wagrain. He remained here until the 
4th of December, 1848 when he went to his final reward. 
Here he sleeps in the little hillside cemetary. 


Drawn by Grace W, Weller from a steel plate engraving 


FRANZ XAVIER GRUBER 

In a quaint thatched-roof house at Hochburg, Austria, 
the composer of this lovely melody, Franz Xavier Gruber, 
was born November 25, 1787. His father, a weaver was 
very poor. Three weaving looms were in a large room and 
here Franz, at an early age had to earn his daily bread. 

His father was violently opposed to any musical train- 
ing, but at the age of 10 the cantor in the church dis- 
covered the musical talent of Franz and gave him train- 
ing unbeknown to the father, and while the other boys 
were at play. 

At home where Franz slept in a little attic room, and 
which the father seldom entered, ke placed a board on 
the wall in which he punched holes into which ke fastencd 
small pegs. These resembled as closely as possible the 
keyboard of the village church organ. Here Franz prac- 
ticed his finger movements every morning before partak- 
ing of his frugal breakfast. 

One day the church organist became ill, and not a soul 
in the village could be found to play the organ for the 
services. Calling little Franz to his bed the organist said: 
“Franz, do your best.””’ When Sunday came the congre- 
gation was astounded at the success of the youthful artist, 
The father, with tear-dimmed eyes at once consented to 
a musical education. In 1807 Gruber became a teacher 
of music. After leaving the village church, he went to 
Bernsdorf and later to Hallein. Here Gruber organized in 
1849 a singing society which became famous. It is still 
in existence and is directed by a grand-son. 

Gruber heard the heavenly voices ealling him on Jan- 
uary & 1863. He sleeps beside his home at Hallein 
where bronze tablets are erected. One of these bears this 
inscription : 

“He saw truth and beauty 
in every song he taught.” 


SILENT NIGHT, HOLY NIGHT 
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No anthem dedicated to the birth of Our Saviour 
and the redemption of the world thru love and faith 
is so uriversally known and celebrated as Silent Night, 
Holy Night. 


Nations rise and disappear. Customs rule their 
day and yield to others. Mighty names compel the 
admiration or fear of men, then vanish in an hour 
but this sweetly, solemn song of the Nativity end- 
lessly stirs the heart of the world with its tender 
plea for ‘“‘peace on earth, good will to men.” 


The words and music, as written by Joseph Mohr 
and Franz Xavier Gruber, in 1518, are here shown 
as they were written in their original form. 


(Words translated from German] 


GRUBER’S LAST HOME 


Franz Gruber spent his last years in Hallein. Here he 
lived and kere he died. His grave is a short distance 
from the dcorway of his home and may be seen plain y. 


Gruber enjoyed the fruits of his labors more than did 
Mobr, wko had been sleeping in the little cemetary at 
Wagrain 15 years wken Gruker wag laid to rest on 
January 10, 1863. 


Many men who might have writ‘en music equally note- 
worthy, could not have touched the solemn significance 
of this lovely song to which Gruber contributed so nobly. 


ONE HUNDRED YEARS AFTERWARD 


On December 25, 1918, the Centennial Anniversary of 
“Silent Night, Holy Night’? was celebrated in Oberndorf. 
The grandson of Franz Gruber is shown here singing the 
famous song to the multitudes assembled and accompanied 
on the same guitar which Mohr handed to Franz Gruber 
in the study of the church at 3 o’clock in the afternoon 
December 25, 1818, when the song was first tried out. 
Mohr rejoiced with Gruber at the lovely strains of this 
Song of Peace. 

“Silent Night, Holy Night’’ remains as noble a testi- 
mony of the great genius of Joseph Mohr and Franz 
Gruber as the centuries are likely to bring forth. 


finer influences in life, lose the com- 
panionship of great minds and noble 
hearts, forget that out of obscurity 
have come many gifts of genius— 
incredible treasures that enrich the 
world and sometimes blind us to the 
mitacle of supply, shelter and enter- 
tainment here. 


One of the hidden treasures of 
divine harmony, darkly concealed for 
generations, needed only the magic 
touch of belated discovery in the guise 
of appreciation, to become the relig- 
ious worlds’ loveliest, most celebrated 
song, while filling lost souls with sav- 
ing grace. 

Genius has ever lived in obscurity. 
Sometimes from choice, sometimes by 
the perversity of inscrutable fate. Yet 
the ages hide no beauty away, but to 
make it brighter in the day of revel- 
ation. 


When, at Christmas-time, the voices 
of all the nations render forth in ex- 
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altation the inspiring charm of Silent 
Night, Holy Night, would it not seem 
strange for any one of a million chor- 
isters to ask: “Whence came this bles- 
sed Hynm of Peace?” 

Yet, because its origin has been too 
casually forgotten, or mislaid, in the 
shadows of antiquity, and because as 
a Tuneful Guest in every Christian 
land, it has prompted the question: 
“Where did you first hail from?” 
this simple legend of. the world’s 
sweetest song is being told. 

Through the heavy curtains of ob- 
scurity, let us trace the first tender 
echoes of the hymn, far away into the 
majestic beauty of the Austrian Alps, 
whose icy winds crooned the first lul- 
laby that gave comfort to the song 
just born. 

Far up among the glaciers of that 
Alpine region nestles the picturesque 
little town of Oberndorf—a village so 
remote, so seldom disturbed by those 
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of the world outside, that no one ever 
imagined that the little hidden-away 
settlement would one day provide 
mortals with a song whose echoes 
would circle the earth and beyond. 

So, on Christmas eve, 1818, more 
than a century ago, the devout young 
village priest Joseph Mohr, sat among 
his few worn books in the desolate 
parsonage, while the light of the old 
study lamp touched the falling snow- 
flakes with mysterious beauty. 

The priest was absorbed in pto- 
found thought. He wanted to bring 
to his small congregation a ringing 
Christmas message, expressing all that 
his heart contained. » 

He was a simple soul, this young 
Austrian priest. Never had he expect- 
ed any recognition from the world. 
But always he preached his deep con- 
viction, with the fervor of one in- 
spired. If only he could picture to 
his flock the radiant kindness, the 
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gentle power of the Man of Gallilee. 
It is well to remember that Mohr, a 
mere youth, born December 11, 1792, 
in Salzburg, Austria, was yet undaunt- 
ed by the poverty and hardship of 
his station. His buoyant nature sur- 
mounting all obstacles, smiling at the 
heaviest burdens, was ever a joy to 
his parents, parishioners and friends. 
All children of destiny are born with 
a divine gift. Joseph Mohr had been 
blessed with a lovely soprano voice. 
A talent so rare must not be denied 
or neglected. Joseph’s parents, strug- 
gling with poverty, yet managed to 
give the boy school advantages, and 
upon his graduation, cheered with 
highest honors, he was vastly encout- 
aged by prophesies of a successful 
future. But with no opportunity to 
use his knowledge in sight, his diplo- 
ma became as a leaden weight. 
After what seemed an age of sus- 
pense, seeking hopelessly for work, 


en Fite 


Been ow pe hs Ne ie Cae 
young Mohr finally was chosen to fill 
the pulpit of the old church in the 
lonely village of Oberndorf. Some 
such sacred trust long had been the 
dream and prayer of Joseph Mohr, 
and now, surprisingly, just at the age 
of twenty-five, his hope was realized. 

Not far away the little church in the 
village of Arnsdorf was proud of its 
fine organist, Franz Xavier Gruber, 
who on week-days creditably presided 
as village schoolmaster. Between 
Joseph Mohr and Franz Gruber, the 
“young musician-teacher, was at once 
firmly established an inseparable com- 
panionship. Through every week 
their thoughts centered upon the hap- 
py Sunday for which impatiently they 
waited, when, after the service, they 
could either sit in the sunny church 
garden, or share the quiet of the pas- 
_ tor’s study. Here they would sing to 

their heart’s content—Mohr in a fine, 
clear tenor, Gruber with a splendid 
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double-deep bass. Outside, the vil- 
lage folks, listening intently, would 
exclaim, “The pastor and teacher are 
singing again.” 


II 

It was the night before Christmas. 
Twelve strokes of the village bell told 
young Mohr that midnight had ar- 
rived and that Christmas day soon 
would dawn—the Day of Gladness 
and Good Cheer, despite the bitter 
cold clutching at all life in those 
storm bound heights. 

In the stillness of the night, deep 
in thought, young Mohr was standing 
by the window of his study. He was 
recalling a significant remark made to 
him by Franz Gruber, when, the pre- 
vious week, they had been practicing 
Christmas songs. Gruber had said: 
“Pastor, do you. know that the real 
Christmas song is yet to be written?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Mohr, 
in reply. 
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Gruber’s answer came slowly. “I 
can not name the song, but it will tell 
-of the Holy Night, where we can see 
the Holy Family, the Manger, the 
Shepherds and the Angel Choir. 

Then Mohr saw the light and said 
to Gruber: “Friend Gruber, the song 
of the Holy Night shall be forth- 
coming.” 


HOW MOHR RECEIVED THE 
INSPIRATION TO WRITE 
THIS SONG OF PEACE 


The Austrian Alps were enfolded 
by a twilight hush. The silence was 
tense with prophecy. Beyond the vi- 
olet shadows of this brooding even- 
tide, history was opening a new page, 
dated December 24, 1818. 

Sitting quietly in his study, Mohr 
heard some one rapping. Opening 
the door he beheld a woman, nearly 
exhausted. 
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Drawn in out of the night, quickly 
she told her story. She had come 
hurrying over the mountains to an- 
nounce to the young priest the birth 
of a child, in the home of a young 
wood-chopper, beyond the third great 
hill. 

The child was the first-born of the 
wood-chopper's wife—a sweet little 
boy with curly ringlets. The anxious 
father besought the priest to come 
quickly thru the snow, with words of 
cheer and blessing for the young 
mother. 

Reviving the exhausted friend who 
had brought the message, Mohr don- 
ned his coat, cap and sheep-skin leg- 
gings, and seizing his stout alpenstock 
set forth on his journey. Many weary 
miles he plodded through the dark 
and danger, finally to sight the lamp 
in the window of the wood-choppet’s 
cabin. 

It was a scene for Raphael or Mich- 
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ael Angelo. Throughout the long 
walk Joseph Mohr was impressed with 
the silence of the night, where above 
the drifting snow, the marvelous can- 
opy of heaven was brilliant with light- 
ed stars. On every side were giant 
cedars and evergreen, bedecked with 
glittering snowflakes—enduring sym- 
bols of everlasting life. 

Within the wood-chopper’s cabin, 
beyond the door which Mohr had 
carefully opened, was a scene never to 
be forgotten. In splendid frecoes and 
in lovely, sculptured marble, great ar- 
tists have glorified the Nativity, but 
Joseph Mohr, pausing breathless in 
the open door, beheld Madonna’s 
beauty lighted by a radiance no artist 
has known. 

In a crude, small cradle lay the 
sleeping, curly- headed infant boy, 
while on a bed of pine logs close by, 
the bravely smiling young mother was 
sustained by the presence of her hus- 
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band, scanding with reverently folded 
hands, his eyes lighted with a new joy 
past understanding. 

As Mohr gazed with infinite tender- 
ness upon mother and child, the harsh 
outlines of that rough abode seemed 
to melt away—to be replaced by shin- 
ing, fragrant things of grace, beauty 
and comfort. A strange radiance 
filled the room. It seemed that one 
stood before the shrine of holiness, 
the light of heaven shining all about. 

No one broke the silence. Words 
had no meaning there. All were think- 
ing of the stable in Bethlehem, of the 
rustic manger that for an immortal 
moment sheltered the King of Kings. 

At last Mohr came closer to the 
mother and child. He seemed en- 
tranced by the vision glorifying the 
humble home. His outstretched hands 
bore the gift of blessing, the comfort 
of benediction. As reverently he stood 
before the picture, first seen in an- 
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other age and land, his soul flamed 
with the thought—“‘Jesus, the Saviour, 
is here.” 

Then tenderly he blessed the wood- 
choppet’s home and all within its hal- 
lowed walls. With a new expression 
in his eyes he went out into the night 
and the storm. He may not have con- 
sidered the lurking dangers or the 
hardships as he struggled through the 
drifts over the mountain trail leading 
to Oberndorf. 


Safely returned to his study, Mohr 
gazed through his window across the 
mountain. The storm had subsided. 
Joseph Mohtr’s soul was possessed by 
the spirit of beauty, the uplifting sense 
of holiness. Still gazing upon the 
serenity of the scene, all the stars 
bending down to hear him, he mur- 
mured “Silent Night, Holy Night.” 

Far away across the world shone the 
vision of the Manger, before which so 
many of the storms and tragedies of 
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life were to be forgotten. Again was 
the soul of Joseph Mohr stirred by the 
conviction, ‘Jesus, the Saviour, is 
here’. 

In this mood Mohr sat at his desk, 
and there with deep emotion wrote 
the words that had filled his simple 
heart with joy and peace. 


Silent Night, Holy Night! 

All is calm, all is bright, 

‘Round yon virgin mother and phite! 
Holy Infant, so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace. 


Silent Night, Holy Night! 
Shepherds quake at the sight! 
Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Heav’nly hosts sing Alleluia; 
Christ, the Saviour is born. 


Silent Night, Holy Night! 

Son of God, love’s pure light, 
Radiant beams from Thy holy face, 
With the dawn of redeeming grace 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth. 


Silent Night, Holy Night! 
Guiding star, lend thy light, 
See the eastern wise men bring, 
Gifts and homage to our King, 
Jesus, the Saviour is born, 


ite 


Rees) eis) Vr ie Nad Tie Ge Ei a 


OY es ff comme fff] meee fff] me I] | em fff] mee PHY emcees ff} ence [1] mem fff] eee | f]] mem ff] meee {jf cece |]!] ome |! oer 


When Mohr entered the music-master’s home on 
that cold Christmas morning in 1818, he placed in 
Gruber’s hands a slip of paper which contained the 
following in German: 


Stille Nacht, Uvilige Nacht 
Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht! 


Alles schlaeft, einsam frarht 

Nur das trante, heilige Jluar, 
Holder Runake im lockichten Haar, 
Schlafe ix himndischer Ruk! 

SPtille Nacht, Heilige Nacht! 

Goties Lamm, uh, wie lackt 

Lieb’ aus deinen goettlichen Maumd, 
Qa uns achlaegt die rettende Stud’ 
Jesus, in deiner Beburt. 


Stille Nacht, Meilige Nacht! 

Bie der Welt, des Heil gebracht, 
Aus des Aimanels goldenen Hoeh’n 
dings der Gnade Muelle laest seh’n: 
Desunt it Mensclengestalt. 


Stille Nacht, Weilige Nacht! 

aa sich het’ alle Macht 
Baeterlicher Liebe ergusz, 

Wind als Bruder huldsoll wmschlosz 
Hesus die Woelker der Welt. 


Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht! 
ange schon uns bedarht, 


Als der Herr, Sont Grimme befreit, 
In der Waeter urgrauer Zeit 

Aller Melt Schomaurg Gerhiesz. 
Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht! 

Birten erst hundgemacht, 

Burch der Hngel Hallelujs 

Goent es lant bet ferne und nah: 
Hesus, der Retter ist da! 
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So on Christmas Day, 1818, in the 
lonely village of Arnsdorf, Love's 
cherished Master-piece, “Silent Night, 
Holy Night” was given to the world. 

Long after the unforgettable words 
were committed to paper, Mohr 
heard the tall clock in the hall strike 
four, and though a great weariness 
warned him of the need of rest, never 
had he known such a comforting sense 
of elation. 

At nine o'clock, that Christmas 
morning, arising greatly refreshed and 
spiritually exalted, a hearty breakfast 
soon fortified his strength, and putting 
the precious folded manuscript deep 
in his inside pocket, he hurried thru 
the cold winter morning to the house 
of his friend, Franz Gruber. 

The door quickly opened to his ur- 
gent rapping, and the cordial greeting 
of the Choir-director welcomed him 
to the warmth within. No time was 
lost in presenting to the music-master 
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the first draft of the Christmas song. 

Gruber intently read it. Then with 
visible animation, his countenance 
alight, he read and again re-read every 
line and word. His delight was mant- 
fest and his unconcealed enthusiasm 
for the beauty of the written words 
brought great comfort and satisfaction 
to Mohr when the organist exclaim- 
ed: ‘‘Pastor, this is the right song. 
You have found it as you said you 
would. God be praised!’ 


But the modest priest replied: 
“Friend Gruber, the greater credit 
must be yours. Without a sweetly 
sympathetic melody my song will in- 
deed be lonely. - Please provide the 
music, such as you alone can write. 
Then our song will be complete, and 
tonight, in the little village church, 
we will surprise the folks with a new 
Christmas song!” 


“Alas!” said Gruber, plainly dis- 
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couraged, ‘‘the organ is broken, what 
can we do?” 

As if to escape the difficulty, Mohr 
glanced about the room, and on the 
wall saw an old guitar. Pointing to 
it, he said to Gruber: ‘Let this be 
your instrument.” Gladly approving 
the suggestion, Gruber replied: “So 
shall it be,” and then, with a hearty 
handshake, they parted, the young 
priest returning to his duties. 

On that day, the members of Gru- 
ber’s family had gone forth visiting 
with some of the neighbors, so quiet 
prevailed in the Gruber home. Des- 
tiny was calmly putting things in or- 
der for the music-master. 

Sitting before an ancient spinnet, 
which a generation ago Gruber's fa- 
ther had chosen for his musical house- 
hold, the organist began reading the 
words of the song just written by 
Mohr. 

As tenderly he caressed the keys of 
the old spinnet, a softly flowing mel- 
ody came to him out of the silence of 
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the house. It was a lovely movement, 
richly mellow with the Christmas spir- 
it. Almost without change, as he 
wrote the score, words and notes seem- 
ed to blend as one. Together in sure, 
sweet understanding, they achieved 
the unequalled harmony of the Hymn 
triumphant. If the year 1818 knew 
no other fame, the song of Mohr and 
Gruber gave it imperishable distinc- 
tion. 

In Oberndorf, while Joseph Mohr, 
with difficulty restraining his impa- 
tience to hear the new melody, await- 
ed the arrival of Franz Gruber, he 
heard an eager knock on the door, 
and there, a full hour before his usual 
visiting time, stood the music-master, 
his face revealing all that Mohr had 
expected. 

Very gently Gruber took the guitar 
from its place on the wall. Respond- 
ing to his masterly skill, the sweetly 
tender strains of ‘Silent Night, gue! 
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Night” filled the pastor's study, while 
Mohr, as one transported, followed 
the celestial melody, forgetul of all 
but the glowing memories which it 
celebrated. 

When Gruber had played the notes, 
the two men gave their voices, fine 
clear tenor and magnificent bass, to 
the first vocal rendition of the hymn 
which was to know the adoration of 
all men, everywhere, forever. 

Soon the church bells told the vil- 
lagers of Arnsdorf that in half an 
hour the services in the quaint little 
chapel would begin. | 

Their faces bright with the joy of 
Christmas, choir boys and girls came 
hurrying from all directions to their 
happy task. Gruber, their leader, was 
there to meet them. Promptly they 
took their places, while Gruber sang 
for them a new line, the last line of 
“Silent Night”. They were to re- 
member “sleep in heavenly peace’, 
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as later they filled the church with the 
impressive beauty of the strange, new 
hymn. 

Meanwhile, the oaken seats of the 
mountain chapel were rapidly filling. 
Imagine the picturesque beauty of that 
distant scene, ages ago, when thru the 
starlit hush of an Alpine winter's 
night, close to the stars, a procession 
of villagers, each carrying a lighted 
candle devoutly made their way to the 
gray old shrine, before whose high 
altar their precious candles reverently 
were set. 3 

Could “Silent Night, Holy Night” 
have chosen for its birth-place a more 
congenial setting, or known a finer 
company to give it recognition, and 
with all the fervor of that first christ- 
ening wish it God-speed thru the ages. 

As the congregation assembled, 
Gruber went forward and lighted the 
candles on two large evergreen trees, 
laden with gifts. In their mellow 
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light, Pastor Mohr ascended the high 
carved pulpit and then preached for 
his parishioners an inspiring Christ- 
mas sermon on the “Star of Bethle- 
hem” long to be remembered. 

Yet more profound was the breath- 
less silence in which arose the Pastor 
and the Choir-leader, to sing before its 
first audience the Hymn that has 
made Oberndorf the enduring mecca 
of a growing caravan of musical pil- 
grims. 

Mounting on waves of song, the 
glorious crescendo lifted all hearts as 
one, until the last verse seemed liter- 
ally to reveal the Divine Presence, as 
the words ‘‘Jesus, the Saviour, is here’, 
joined the melody of the guitar—that 
might have been, for that sacred occa- 
sion, a heavenly harp, loaned for a 
day to Franz Gruber. 

Even after the last sweet strains of 
the blended voices were lost in the 
deep silence of the chapel the spell- 
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bound audience seemed listening in 
rapt wonder for echoes from another 
world. 

Then suddenly the whole congrega- 
tion gave way to a veritable storm of 
ecstacy, overwhelming the Pastor and 
Organist with a perfect torrent of 
praise and adoration. 

Here was a scene for the brush of 
some great artist—a picture belong- 
ing to the ages. Yet no Raphael, no 
Michael Angelo came that way to vis- 
ualize in living color, tone and action 
the Birth of a Song. 

In some far century beyond weary 
memories of the grotesque, inverted, 
monstrous “art” called modern, some 
reverent master of his craft may yet 
feel the urge to serve both history, re- 
ligion and music by glorifying the 
~ Oberndorf Tableau. 
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HOW THE SONG CAME TO 
BE KNOWN THE WORD OVER 


For almost a year the Christmas 
song which had entranced the com- 
municants of the Oberndorf church 
remained hidden away in the desk of 
Franz Gruber. Then, in November, 
1819, the elders of the church decided 
to have the organ repaired. 

A letter was despatched to an expert 
organ-builder in Tyrol who agreed to 
mend the broken instrument. After 
three weeks of painstaking work the 
organ was as good as new. 

Its shining pipes and clean reeds 
filled Gruber’s heart with rejoicing, 
and whén the repair-man said: “Herr 
Gruber, I wish you would try the or- 
gan, playing a favorite tune, a song, 
or hymn that expresses feeling’, the 
music-master recalled with gladness 
the words and music of the beautiful 
song reposing in his desk——almost for- 
gotten. 
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Pastor Mohr, who had been observ- 
ing the work on the organ, moved by 
the same thought, exclaimed, “Our 
Christmas Song!” And in an instant 
the original words and notes were 
spread before the organ repairman. 
Gruber played an impressive intro- 
duction. Then, borne aloft by the 
voices of the two men, the rapturous 
chords of “Silent Night, Holy Night” 
filled all the dim spaces of the old 
church, until the echoes seemed plead- 
ing to soar beyond the Oberndorf 
chapel, beyond the mountains, to com- 
tort and inspire a waiting world. 
Beside Mohr and Gruber, only the 
organbuilder was in the church. As 
he listened, tears of joy filled his eyes 
and a grateful smile lighted his father- 
ly features. “Such a glorious song,” 
he thought. Quite bewildered, he 
asked, “Where did you discover this 
tender song of the Angels? Tell me, 
I pray you.” After a long silence, 
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Gruber modestly replied, “It is ours— 
Mohr's and mine.” 

Trembling with excitement and the 
impatient desire to proclaim the beau- 
ty of the song to his friends in the 
Tyrolean village, the old organ-build- 
er begged that he might “take the 
song with me, to the little town across 
the mountains’. Then fearing that 
Mohr and Gruber would hesitate, he 
pleaded, ‘Please, say yes!’ The old 
man’s earnestness and sincerity won 
his case, and that evening as he set — 
out for home, Franz Gruber placed in 
his hands a copy of the song. 

As every traveler knows, a great 
love of music is nature's gift to the 
people of the Tyrolean Alps. What 
braver challenge to loneliness than the 
echo of an Alpine horn across a snow- 
bound valley? And where shall weari- 
ness at twilight find sweeter lullaby 
than in the silvery tinkle of sheep- 
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bells, among the green pasture-lands 
close to the sky. 

On wintry evenings, in the organ- 
builders village, his musical friends 
otten gathered at the church for a re- 
cital of old songs and new. Soon the 
mountain folks were saying to one 
another, with the air of broadcasting 
an important discovery: “the organ 
man has a new song!” 

Good news, like the echoes of a 
bugle, spreads rapidly in the Tyrolean 
hills. So the announcement of a song 
service, to be directed by the old-organ 
maker, on the following Tuesday, put 
standing-room at a premium. 

From near and far, music lovers and 
singing societies -—had come in their 
picturesque costumes to hear the or- 
gan-builder sing ‘“‘the new song.” They 
were captured by its beauty, held by 
its charm. From that eventful night 
every voice in the village was dedica- 
ted to the Heavenly Hymn, and 
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around every fire-side, at twilight, 
arose the blessed strains of “Silent 
Night, Holy Night.” Broadway would 
have called it “the hit of the year’,— 
history names it the religious anthem 
of all time. 

From its obscure beginnings, let us 
follow the growing popularity of the 
song and see how its fame was nour- 
ished and extended by one family in 
the Tyrol. Strasser was the name, 
and sewing chamois-skin gloves was 
their occupation. Among the numer- 
ous children were four talented girls, 
just out of their teens, with well- 
trained voices of extraordinary qual- 
ity. 

Though the Strasser family was 
famous for the excellence of its kid- 
gloves, which in all seasons were pop- 
ular in the market-places of nearby cit- 
ies, the special fame of the household 
was upheld by the wonderful voices 
of the Girl Quartette. 
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During the Easter period, follow- 
ing the earlier presentation of Silent 
Night, Holy Night, by Mohr and 
Gruber, at Arnsdorf, in 1819, the 
Strasser’s were displaying their super- 
ior wares on a public counter in the 
market-place of Leipzig. In nearby 
gardens and window-boxes, lovely 
brilliant flowers were opening to the 
eastern sun. 

Glove sales in the well arranged 
stall were reaching a new high mark. 
And no wonder! Of all the music- 
loving multitude crowding around the 
Strasser glove counter, who could re- 
sist the charm of four sweet voices 
sending forth the lovely strains of 
“Silent Night, Holy Night”, to every 
corner of the old Market-place? Glove 
sales are not generally influenced by 
sacred music, yet here were four mar- 
velous voices swaying the market 
crowds with the magic wand of har- 
mony, as they paused to hear a song 
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like none the world had known. 

Long after the crowds had gone 
their way, an old man lingered at the 
Strasser glove-stall. “Pardon me’, he 
said, “I am an organist, and heard 
your beautiful song. Please, will you 
slowly sing it again, so that I may 
write the notes?” Gladly the girls re- 
sponded to the old man’s request. 
When the notes and words were writ- 
ten, he thanked them graciously, and 
disappeared in the night. 

Early the next morning, the old man 
again appeared at the glove-counter, 
with a surprising statement. He had, 
he explained, told one of his friends 
about the lovely song heard the night 
before. Whereupon, his friend had 
urged him to invite the Girl Quartette 
to sing their song in one of the city’s 
celebrated cathedrals. 

With becoming modesty they at 
first declined, then with many misgiv- 
ings yielded to the entreaties of the 
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gray-haired organist. ‘That very eve- 
ning, in the Great Cathedral of Leip- 
zig, four sweet young voices carried 
the new anthem to the loftiest spaces 
of the vaulted dome. Never before 
had its famous frescoes known such 
harmony, such spirit, such exaltation. 

Through the ringing applause that 
again and again demanded encore, an 
usher approached the four girls with 
an amazing message, suddenly quite 
overwhelming these simple - hearted 
unsophisticated children from the re- 
mote Tyrolean village. 

Quite unconsciously they had won 
the applause and admiration of royal- 
ty, for the King and Queen were in 
the audience. The royal pair had been 
so deeply moved by the beauty of the 
song and its marvelous rendition, that 
they could not withhold some sign of 
their appreciation. From that day, in 
1834, whenever the Strasser Quartette 
appeared in Leipzig, the Cathedral 
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was opened for them and the mem- 
bers of the regal household were 
present. 

Out of such humble and obscure be- 
ginnings came the song of songs, 
eventually to be a universal favorite, 
enthusiastically acclaimed in all lan- 
guages. 

In Germany and Austria, no other 
sacred song was cherished with such 
affection and pride. Even then, with- 
out a name, it was distinguished sim- 
ply as “The Tyrolese Song.” As such, 
in 1842, twenty-four years after its 
first introduction by Joseph Mohr and 
Franz Gruber, in the gray little chapel 
among the Austrian Alps, “Silent 
Night, Holy Night’ was printed for 
the first time. 

Strangely enough, through all the 
years of its uncertain adventures, the 
names of its author and composer 
were unknown. Perhaps destiny re- 
quired this unconscious sacrifice of 
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their pride as the price of immortal 
fame. ‘The pages of history are filled 
with the records of belated laurels— 
even of crowns, undeserved. How of- 
ten a neglectful, contrite world builds 
towefing monuments to genius ofr 
heroism, whose humble exemplars had 
no time for vanity and less for fame. 

In 1854, thirty-six years after it first 
was heard in Oberndorf, the full choir 
of the Imperial Church in Berlin sang 
the hymn for the first time in the 
presence of Emperor Frederick Wil- 
helm IV. 

So enthusiastic was this royal music- 
lover, that by his Imperial Edict, then 
effective, “Silent Night, Holy Night’, 
was thereafter at all Christmas Festi- 
vals to be honored by first place in all 
religious programs. 

It was then that Emperor Wilhelm 
IV instituted diligent search for the 
names and histories of author and 
composer. The only reliable infor- 
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mation at that time available pointed 
to the mountain village of Salzburg, 
as the place of the song’s origin. 

In Salzburg, the official quest finally 
disclosed the fact that the choir direct- 
or of the Imperial Church in Berlin 
was a good friend of Gruber. Through 
this channel communication with 
Gruber was established, and the Em- 
porer’s interest in the song was made 
known to him. 

Upon the actual identification of 
Gruber as the composer of the music 
accompanying Mohr’s words, the de- 
lighted emperor sent word to him and 
congratulated him. 

A more worldly man than Gruber 
would have been no less deeply affect: 
ed by the grateful appreciation of his 
King. 

But alas! Franz Gruber could not 
share his joy with Joseph Mohr. Since 
1848, the Pastor had been sleeping be- 
neath the ivy-covered sod in the quiet 
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church-yard at Oberndorf. But his 
name and faith will live and be blessed 
wherever Christmas is celebrated. 
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It may be wondered how the song 
so quickly was adopted by all the 
nations, how always it is first in their 
affections. 

In the homeland, the Strasser girls 
are credited with securing first recog- 
nition of the song, in high places. 
Then the approval of an Emperor 
opened the way to world-wide wel- 
come. | 

But the Missionary, Peter Klotz, 
found for the song its widest acquaint- 
ance, the hospitality of far places and 
strange peoples. Wherever went this 
consecrated man with the Gospel of 
the Man of Gallilee, there went the 
divine music of Joseph Mohr and 
Brang, Graberes ois). 

Today, wherever across the world 
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men build their homes and rear their 
altars, their song of songs is “Silent 
Night, Holy Night.” 

Every year when the worshipping 
multitudes overflow the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre in Bethlehem, the ten- 
der strains of ‘Silent Night, Holy 
Night”, softly echo across the Judean 
Hills. 

Along the sacred Ganges River in 
India, the tawny, turbaned natives 
understand the words in their own 
language and reverently sing it. 

Our darker brothers in Zambesi, 
Africa; the fur-clad Eskimo on Green- 
land’s icy mountains; the hardy miner 
in Australian wilds or high in the 
bleak fastnesses of the Himalayas; the 
primitive people along the mysterious 
Amazon, or the weary coolie on the 
docks or in the rice-fields of China— 
all these peoples, aspiring to finer 
things, reaching up to God, know the 
song as Love's tender promise, and on 


acd free 


|g ee O aa Sr Be me eta Gh tucked ead 


NT met cme | ome ff] ome HAF] meme 15} mene JE em HY ee fj coe i] meno i] mee ff] me Ph ame fff a Hilf me 


every glorious Christmas night sing it 
with new hope and greater faith, just 
as first is was intoned in the little 
Alpine chapel, more than a century 
ago, to live on and on, to be sung by 
generations yet unborn, until time 
shall be no more. 
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